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CHAPTER IIL

Joan Draws First Blood.

The word of command came full
and strong from the open doorway of
the hall.

Hans Trenck came instantly to the
salute with the ball in his hand, He
bad no difficulty In lifting it now. In
fact, he did not seem able to lot It
down, Every man in the hall except
the two captalns of Plassenburg had
rigen to his fect and stood as If earv-
ed In marble,

For there in the doorway, her slim
figure ercct and excecdingly com-
manding, and her beautiful eyes shin-
ing with Ihdignation, stood the Duch-
esg Joan of Hohensteln.

In stern sllence she advanced into
the hall, every man standing fxed
at attention.

“Keep your hand so, Hans Trenck."”
gald thelr mistress, “give me your
sword, Werner! You shall see wheth-
er | am ecalled Joan of the Sword for
naught, You would torture prisoners.
wonld you, after what I have sald?
Hold up, 1 spy, Hans Trenck!"

And &0, no man saying her nay, the
girl took the shining blade and, with
a preliminary swish through the alr
and a balancing shake to feel the elas-
tie return, she looked at the poor
knave fixed before her in the center
of the hall with his wrist strained to
hold the prisoner’s ball aloft at the
stretch of his arm. What wonder
if It wavered lilke a branch In an un-
stoady wind?

“Steady, there!" sald Joan.

And she drew back her arm for the
stroke.

The young Dane, who, since her ea-
trance, had looked at nothing save
the radiant beauty of the figure before
him, now ecried out, "For heaven's
sake, lady, do not soll the skirts of
your dress with his villain blood. He
but obeyed his orders, Let me be sot
free, and I will fight him or any man
fn the castle. And if I am beaten,
Jet them torture me till [ am car
rion fit only to be thrown into the
castle diteh.”

The duchess paused and leaned on
the sword, holding it point to the
earth.

“By whose orders was this thing
done?” she demanded.

“By mine, my lady!’' sald Werner
von Orseln, a deep flush upon his
manly brow.

The girl looked severely at him.
She seemed to waver. “Good, then!"
she sald, “the Dane shall fight Wer-
ner for his life. Loose him and chafe
his wrists. Ho! there—bring a dozen
swords from the armory!"

The flush was now rising to the
boy's cheek.

“l thank you, duchess’ he sald. *1
atk no more than this."
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“Out Into the light!” cried the
young Duchess Joan, pointing the way
with Werner's sword, which she still
held In her hand. And golng first she
went forth from the hall of the sol-
dlery, down the broad stalrs, and soon
through & low-arched door with a
sculptured coat-of-arms over It, out
into the quadrangle of the courtyard.

Werner followed unwillingly and
with a deep flush of shame upon his
brow. i

Meanwhile the lad had been freed
from his bonds and stool with a
sword in his hand suppling himself
for the work before him with quick
little guards and feints and attacks.
There was a proud look In his eyes,
and as his glance left the duchess
and roved round the circle of his foes
it flashed full, bold and deflant.

Werner turned to a pallsh, lean Bo-
bemian who stood a little apart.

“Peter Balta,” he sald, “will you be
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“Had this Dane and our Joan been
brother and sister, they could not
have favored each other more” they
sald,

A deep blush rose to the youth's
swarthy face.

“I nm not worthy,” he saild, and
kept his eyes upon the lthe figure of
the girl in its array of well fitting
green, 1 cannot thank you!" he sald
ngaln,

“Tut.,” she answered, “worthy—un-
worthy—thank—unthank—what avail
these upon the mountains of Kerns-
berg and In the castle of Joan of the
Sword? A good hesrt, n merry fight,
a quick «death! These are more to
the purpose than many thanks and
compliments. Poter Balta, are you
seconding Werner? Come hither, Let
us try the swords. Wil not these two
serve? Guard! Well smitten! There,
enough, What, you are touched on
the sword arm? Falth, man, for the
moment | forgol that It was not you
and I who were to drum. Now, then,
Maurice von Lynar—Werner. At the
salute! Ready! Fall to!"

“I glve the Sparhawk five minutes,"
sald Boris to Jorian, after the frst
pass. It was little more than formal
and gave no token of what was to fol-
low. Yet for full twenty minutes
Werner von Orseln, the oldest sword-
er of all the north, from the marshes
of Wilna to the hills of Silesia, could
do nothing but stand on the defen-
sive, so flerce and incessant were the
attacks of the young Dane,

“The Kernsherger Is playlng with
him!" sald Boris, under his breath,

Jorlan nodded. He had no breath to
waste,

“But he s not going to kill him.
He has not the Death In his eye!™
Borls spoke with judgment, for so It
proved. Werner lifted an eyebrow
for the fraction of a second toward
his mistress.” And then at the end of
the next rally his sword just touch-
ed his young adversary on the shoul-
der and the blood answered the
thrust, stalning the white under-dou-
blet of the Dane,

Then Werner threw down his sword
and held out his hand.

“A well fought rally,” he sald, "let
us be friends,. We need lads of such
mettle to ride the forays from the
hills of Kernsberg. | am sorry I
balted you, Sparhawk!"

"A good fight clears all,” replied the
youth, smiling in his turn.

“Bring a bandage for his shoulder,
Peter Balta!" crled Joan. “Mine was
the cleaner stroke which went through
your great muscle, but Werner's {s
somewhat the deeper. You can keep
each other company at the dice box
these next days. And, as | warrant
nelther of you has a Lubeck guilder
to bless yourselves with, you can
e'en play for love till you wear out
the pips with throwing."

“Then I am not to go back to the
dungeon?’ sald the lad, one reason
of whose wounding had been that he
nlso lifted hils eyes for a moment to
those of his second.

“To prison—no,” sald Joan, “you
are one of us now. We have blooded
you, Do you take service w me?"

“I have no cholece—your father left
me none!” the lad replied, quickly
altering his phrase. “Castle Lynar s
no more. My grandfather, my mother
and my uncles are all dead, and there
Is small service In going back to Den-
mark, where there are more than
enough of hungry gentlemen with no
wealth but thelr swords and no living
but their gentllity. If you will let me
serve in the ranks, Duchess Joan, |
ghall be well content!"

“I also,” sald Joan heartily. "We
are all free In Kernsherg, even If we
are not all equul. We will try you
in the ranks first."

CHAPTER 1IV.

The Cozening of the Ambassador.

The next moment Joan had disap-
peared, and when she was seen again
she had assumed the skirt she had
previously worn over her dress of for-
ester, and was agein the sedate lady
of the castle, ready 'o lead the dance,
grace the banquet, or entertaln the
High Btate's Councillor of Plassen-
burg, Leopold von Dessauver

But when she went upstairs she
met on the middle flight a grey-beard-
ed man with n skull cap of bluck vel-
vet upon his head. His dress also
was of black, of a distingulghing plain
rlehness and dignity. A

"Whither away, Ambassador?" she
cried gally at slght of him.

"To see your principal’s wound and
that of the other whom your sword
countered In a telal bout!"”

“What? You saw!" said the duch-
ess, with a quick flush,

“A good fight clears all," replied the
youth,

my second? Agreed! And who will

eare for my honorable opponent?”

“Do not, trouble yourself—that will
arrange  itself!”  sald  Joan to her |
chlef captain

With that she flashed lightfoot Into
one of the low doors which led into
the MfNanking turrets of the quad-
rangle, and In a tlerce of seconds she
was out agaln, In a forester's dress
of green doublet and broad pleated
kirtle that eame to her knee,

“1 fyself,” she sald, “will be this
young man's second in this place
where he has so many enemles and
no friends."”

As the forester In green and the
prisoner  #tood up together, the
guarde murmured In astonlshment at
Ithe likeness between them

“l am indeed priviledged not to he
blind,” sald Dessauer; “and never did
I see a sight that contented me more.
I am an old man, and T have seen
many falr women, many sweet prin-
cesses, each perfect to thelr lovers,
some of them even perfect to thelr
lords. But | have never before seen

' Duchess Joan of Hohenstein.”

“"Ambassador,”” eried the girl, “if
you speak thus and without that flash
of the eye, 1 shall have to bethink
me whether you come not ns an wm-
bassador for your own cause. You
are the only man [ ever met who ean
spenk of love and yet be tolerable
It Is a pity that my father left me the
evil heritage that I must wed the
Prinee of Courtland or lose my domin-

| lons!*"

At the sound of the name of her pre-
destined busuand a sudden flashing
thought seemed to wala In the glrl's
heppal

“My lord,” she satl, "is It trus that
you go to Courtland after leaving our
poor eagle's nest up hesw on the cliffs
of the Kernsberg?

Von Dessaner bowed, smiling at
her.
Joan of the Sword clasped her

hands and drew a long breath,
would not ask it of any man in the
world but yourself,”” she sald, “but
will you let me go with you?"

A shade of anxlety passed over Des-
sauer's countenance. “My lady,” he
answered, “you let me use many free-
doms of speech with you. It Is the
privilege of age and frallty. But let
me tell you that the thing is plainly
foolish."

“Well, | am coming, at any rate!™
sald Joan, as usual rejecting argu-
ment and falling back upon aseertion.
“Make your count with that, friend
of mine, whether you are shocked or
no. It Is the penalty a respectable
diplomatist has to pay for cultivating
the friendship of lone females like
Joan of Hohensteln."

Von Dessauer held up his hands In
horror that was more than half af-
fected,

“My girl,"" he sald, “I might be your
grandfather, it Is true, but do not
romind me of it too often. But if I
were your great-great-grandfather the
thing you propose is still impossible.
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“At the point of her rapierl™

Shall the future Princess of Courtland
and Wilna ride in the train of an am-
bassador of Plassenburg to the pal-
ace in which she Is soon to relgn as
queen?”

“l sald not that 1 would go as th
duchess,” sald Joan, speaking low. "I
you will not have the Duchess Joan
von Hohensteln, what say you to the
Bparhawk's second, Johann (he
Squire?”

Dessauer started.

“You dare not," he said, “why, there
Is not & lady In the German land,
from Bohemia to the Baltle, that
dares do as much.”

“Ladles—I am slck for ever of hear
ing that a lady must not do this or
that, go here or there, because of her
s0 fragile reputation. [ care for my
own, | need none to take up my
quarrel. If any have a word to say
upon the repute of Joan of the Bword
—why, let him say it at the point of
her rapler.”

Dessaver stood wavering. With
quick tact she altered her tone, and
with a soft accent and In a melting
volca she sald, “Ah, let me come. [
will make such a creditable squire all
in a sult of blue and sllver, with just
a touch of a julee upon my face that
my old nurse knows the secret of."

Von Dessauer capitulated, “A wil-
ful woman'—he smlled—"a wlilful,
wilful woman, Well, | am not respon-
gible for aught of this, save for my
own weakness In permitting It. It s
a madcap freak, and no good will
come of It."

“But you will like It!" she sald. **Oh,
yes, you will like it very much, For,
you see, you are fond of madeaps,”

(To be continued.)
Be Original.

Do not be afrald of belng original
even eccentric. Be an independent
self-rellant, new man, not just ond
more individual In the world. Do nol
be a copy of your grandfather, of
your father, or of your nelghbor.
That s as toolish as for a violet 1o
try to be llke a rose, or for a dalsy (o
ape a sunflower. Nature has given
each o peenllar equipment for its pur-
pose. Every man s born to do & cer-
tain work In an orlginal way. If he

tries to copy some other man, or o |

do some other man’'s work, he will be
an abortion, a misfit, a fallure

Do not imitate even yonr heroes,
Seores of young elergymen attempted
to make thelr reputations by ImHat-
ing Beecher., They copled hls volee
and conversation, and imitated his
gestures and hls habits, but they fell
as far short of the great man's power
as the chromo falls short of ‘he mas-
terpiece. Where are those hundreds
of imitators now? Not one of them
has ever made any stir in the world—~—
Buccess,

Invarlable Rules of Growth.
“We grow at 8 unlform rate,” sald

a physiclan.  “There are rules of
growth that, unconsclously w all
obey

“PTake the nvernge man. He grows
as follows:

“Pirst year. elght Inches. second
vear, six inches: third “yiar, five

inches: fourth yvear, four incires; fifth
yoar, four Inches; slxth year, four
inches, From the slxth year on the
growth s slower until the sixteenth
yeur it 1s only one and one-half Inches
a vear, Tha seventeenth year has a
growih of two inches, The elghteenth
year hus o growth of one inch.

“Atl 18 the average man I8 § feot 8
Inches high, Thereafter he Brows no
more."

“COON” LOCKED IN ICEBOX;
LIKE ICICLE WHEN RESCUED

Terrible Experience of Colored Porter of a New York
Hotel.-Finally Saved by His Congealed

Think

New York.—Alexander Beck, bar
porter of the Marlborough hotel, spent
all his spare time the other day
wherever he could find the most sun-
shine, and In the meantime as he went
about his duties his jolnts creaked
and rasped like the rusty hinges of a
door, .

All that was because Beck Is not
yet thawed out, It will be several
days, he thinks, before his arteries
and velns are running unclogged by
flonting lee and the dampness gets out
of his bones and sockets, He was al
most frozen to death the day before,
and had it not been for a (Crapped
presence of mind that came to him
in the last extremity he might have
been entirely frozen.

His dutles are many and varlous.
It Is he who must keep the barkeep-
ers supplied with everything they
need in the compounding of the drink-
Ing called for by the patrons, He must
never allow the lce bins to become
empty, the mint to become exhausted
or the cherries and other fruit to be
wanting, while the lemon julce bobtle
I8 & particular charge of his. He usu-
ally works below stairs and appears
and disappears at Intervals,

He does his principal work shifting
the beer kegs, watching the mineral
waters, stirring up the fruita and
managing the straws and other
things in the refrigerator. It is there
also he keepa his lemons, and to save
time, it Is there he squeezes them.
The Marlborough cold room Is ont
under the sidewalk, and a narrow pas-
sage ‘leads to Its heavy wood and
fron door, two feet thick. It is a mas-
sive room all around, stored with
casks and crates, with the pipes coat-
ed’ with about six Inches of snow run-
ning in all directions. The tempera-
ture Is kept around freexing all the
time, and about ten minutes Is enough
of it for Beck ordinarily. Then he
goes out and exercises,

Beck went in there to squeeze the
lemons, and was peacefully engaged
in the process when a watchman came
along through the underground laby-
rinth, Beck had left the massive
door just on the crack, but the rays
of the electric light he used did not
come through. The watchman saw
only that the door was not shut, and
muttering something about careless-
neas, slammed it and threw the lock
bver,

Beck was a prisoner. Unless some-
body came to open the door he would
remain one, for kicks, shouts, screams
and everything else would avail noth-
ing through those thick walls. He
suddenly remembered that he had
glven the barkeepers above an extra
supply, and they would not be down
to look for him for hours. He looked
at an lce-coated pole In the corner
and thought what he would be then.
He felt his body chilling gradually,
and when a nervous perspiration came
out on his forehead the drops fell on
the floor llke marbles. He trled to
dance, but there was not room, so he
practiced on juggling lemons. His

Tank.

hands got so cold he could not tell
when they touched him. He rolled a
beer keg backward and forward, and
that only made him colder. He saw
some mint and when he thought of
summer drinks his teeth began to
chatter. He felt his feet growing
numb, and after he had tried beating
on the wall with his fists for a minute
he stopped for fear he would break off
& hand or a finger.

It seemed that about all In sight
for him was a cold, cheerless exit,
with a beer keg and a bag of lamons
for his funeral catafalqua. He sat
down and tried to weep, but the lelcles
nearly blinded him. He was giving

He Was Fast Freezing to Death.

up in dispair when he gave a shriek
of delight. He remembered that the
valves of the alr pumps attached to
the beer spiggots of the bar were In
the room. Giving a very good imita-
tion of an arctic avalanche, he rolled
over to the casks and grabbed the
valves. When he turned around final-
ly he had shut off every spiggot in
the floor above and then he sat down
to walt. ;

He had not long to wait, for ten
minutes later the manager came down-
stairs, with harsh words on his I
for the porter who would allow th
alr to run out of the pumps. Not find-
ing the pumps, he opened the valve
himself, and the next minute he was
carrying Beck out into the open air
He had been In that room a little more
than an hour, according to estimatesa.

He was at once thrown Into a tub
of ice water and by degrees melted
enough to take a long breath and tell
what had happened. It was feared he
might recelve an attack of pneumonia,
but a physiclan sald he had appeared
to come through it all right except for
the few traces of lee that lingered in
the hollows and corners.

RED JERSEY COW TURNS FAUCET
WITH MOUTH TO GET A DRINK

Sagacious Oregon Animal Satisfies Her Thirst in Back Yard and
Saves Long Walk to the River.

Portland, Ore.~The county poor
farm has, according to the assertion
of the inmates, the cleverest cow in
the state. The animal Is an old red
Jersey that has been on the farm for
years. The matron at the farm last

s

The Cow Turned the
Her Mouth.

with

Faucet

summer discovered that the faucet on
the hydrant in the back yard waa fre-
quently turned on, but constant watch-
ing failed to disclose the miscreant.
The same trouble occurred again
this summer, The matron naticed the
wauter was turned on about the same
time every afternoon. While ghe
watched she saw the old red Jersey
come lelsurely up the road, into the
back yard and walk stralght up to
the hydrant. The cow pushed the
faucet with her nose, but it did not
soem to work. So she trled her

horns, and when that method failed,
opened her mouth, took hold of the
faucet and-turned it

Mrs. ‘Bossy thea drank her fill of
cold water and turned away toward
the green fields, evidently pleased that
she did not have to go a quarter of a
mile to the river to satisfy her thirst.

The next day the cow seemed much
puzzled to find & new faucet and ap-
peared dejected when after half an
hour of hard work she could not get
her drink. Then the matron had a
watering place made and the nold
water was allowed to run ot all times.

SIX GIRLS HIS PALLBEARERS,

Polish Soclety Leader Stipulated for
Them In His Wi,

Hartford, Conn.—Michael Wyler, a
well to do machine bullder, who dled
at the hoapltal here of typhold fever,
lived up to a reputation of being o
social leader, which he had galned
among the wealthy class of the Pol-
Ish colony In this city, by stipulating
In his will and last directions regard-
Ing his funeral that none but women
pallbearers should carry his  body
1!0 his last resung place Following
his wishes, six young ladies, among
the prettiest in the Polish colony here,
all attired In white, acted ar pall
bearers, and two others served as
flowey boarers

Horse a Good Dentist,

Chester, Pa-—Hulf crazed with pain
from an wching teoth, and unable to
|get & dentist to extract the molar.
|I-l|!nl'y Wesley, a cook In Birch's res
Ir.am‘lull. on  Edgemont ave ae, hit
upon a novel plan to relieve | gony,
He took a thin wire, fasten.y |+
| around the tooth. tied the other end
to the rear of his employer's dellvery
wagon, and yelled to Mike, the horse,
to “Gid ap!® The tooth was pulled
as well as any expert In dental sum
gery could have done it

FINAL EFFORT MADE
FOR PEACE IN ISLANDS

The Cuban Government Has Been
Theroughly Aroused by Prospects
of American Intervention,

Havapa —The government Is mak
ing final strenuwous efforts to restore
peace In Cuba and thus avold any kind
of American intervention. The object
of these endeavors, It Is sald, 18 that

it may be able to say by the time Sec |

retary of War Taft and Acting Secre-
tary of State Dacon arrived that peace
has already resulted; that thorefora
there 8 no need for American Inter-
vention, either to restore peace or to
Insure permaent tranquility,

It is claimed that they are making
the efforts In necordance with the ads
vice coutalned in President Roosevelt's
letter, that they have no objection to
the friendly assistance of the United
States in the matter If It becomes nec
cssary, but that they belleve they can
settle It between the government and
revolutionlsts without the necessity of
any Intervention. At least, they say,
they are making an attempt to accom-
plish thelr end unalded, and with fair
prospects of success.

BEACON LIGHT FOR OLD WORLD.

Monument to George Washington Un-
veiled at Budapest,

Budapest.—Sunday, September 16,
was George Washington day in Hun-
gary's capital, and the entire popula-
tlon, from morning until night, gave
itself up to enthusiansm over the un-
velling on monarchinl territory of a
monument to the Arst president of the
United States. The stars and stripes
and the Hungarlan colors intertwined
were o be seen everywhere. In the
morning there were special sermons
in many of the churches, the preach-
ers calling attention to the importance
of the event, In the afterncon thou-
sands of pérsons lined the Mirests
through which passed an Imposing pa-
rade to the eity park, which was sur-
rounded by’ many thousands more.
Francis Kossuth, Hungarian minister
of commerce, and Count Albert Appon-
vl, minister of worship, represented
the Independence party at the cere-
monles, and were not present in their
capacity as government officials.

HAD NARROW ESCAPE

Young Woman's Peculiar liom From
Death Which Claimed Comrades.

New York.—Miss Fannie Duy, a
young department store employe, who
was one of eight persons In a naphtha
launch which capsized In the lower
bay Saturday, had a most remarkable
escape from death. Three of her com-
panlons were drowned when the
launch, with disabled engines, was run
into by a mud scow. When nothing
was seen of Miss Day for hours after-
ward It was reported (hat she met
death., But when the mud scow had
been towed nearly to its destimation
and the deck hands were adjusting the
dumping apparatus, they were startied
to ind a handsomely dressed young
woman in one of the pockets. Miss
Day had been ncooped out of the water
by the dumping machimery which had
been left open after the scow had dis-
charged {ts load at sea.

Pacific Mail Steamer Manchuria Is
Finally Floated.

Honolulu,—The Pacific Mall com-
pany’s steamship Manchuria, which
went aground on Rabbit island, August
20, was successfully floated on Bunday
and towed to this harbor by the tug
Restorer. A great crowd of people
watched the Manchuria being towed
in. During the final efforts to pull the
Manchurla off the reef several thou-
sand bags of flour were JottlBoned.
These were washed ashore and plcked
up by natives.

Man Shoots Himself Rather Than Un-
dergo Operation for Appendicitis,
Onkland, Cal—D. J. Powell, a real

estote denler of Frultvale, commitied

sileide Sunday by shooting himself
throngh the head, Business losses and

a dresd of an operation for appendi-

citis are belleved to have been thw
cause. Mr. Powell chose the opes
stroets o his place of death. He fires

five shots, which aroused the nelgh
borhood. His body was found on thy
aldewalk, with a revolver clutched in
his hand.

Town Damaged by Flood.

Jackson, Neb.—Al 7:80 o'clock Bun-
day morning water from a cloudburst
in the northwestern part of Dakota
county and the eastern part of Dixon
county rushed down the valley of BIK
ereek, sweeping away hundreds of tons
of hay, drowning hogs caught In pens,
flooding cellars, washing away rall-

rond tracks, and doing other g,
all of which s conservativel, autl-
mated at $100,000. The wave of wi-
ter In the creéek when it struck this
town was seven feet high

Count Witte is Annoyed,

Homburg.—Count Witte, ex-prime
minister of Russia, who 8  belog
trented here for polypl of the nose, 18
much snnoyed at the utterly untrue
report published in the United States
that an attempt was made on his life
by an anarchist named Rosenberk “;l.
. . Count Witte is .
ﬁ?;:h:oa;:r:m:ilm o guard against
an attack, as he is vot In fear of any
one. He s out of Russian public life

| warded ss the obfect of & lmﬂlt’pﬁlt.

pnow, his friends say, and |s not re.
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